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1. 

All these faces 

once known to me 

now just mirages in the air 

she told me things 

how she made me believe 

| was young.....and a fool at the ready now here | am 

another disciple of solitude 

the night is foggy 

there's not much to see 

I'm awake.....but I'm still dreaming about one of those 

long gone yesterdays 

time is an angel of mercy and a grim reaper to 

you can run towards the one but the other is still waiting for you 
how | believed her 

back on that night of the Moon 

but it was going to happen 

one way or another 

| had to learn to feel the serpent's bite 

and here | am dreaming.....but still awake to the dripping blood 


kkk 


- 11/6/2022 


2 

It's so clear to me now 

so much time I've wasted 

all that time seems lost in a flash the sea of empty beer cans 
has finally come for the reckoning 

feeling marooned in this twilight year 


going down the streets of blurry lights 

just trying to make it to the Winter Solstice to a little quiet and a bright Full Moon 
waiting on new memories 

to replace the ones | don't need anymore how could | have gotten lost 
on the clearest night of them all 

old stoic.....philosopher recluse 

what'll | do when the world comes looking 

think I'll go into a cave 

| find in the mind's light 

a mirage created....but true and real enough for me 

the room was filled with incense 

when the poltergeist called 

| have no fear left to feed a crow 

outside the chimneys glow 

a new morning breathes its dew upon the orchids 
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- 11/7/2022 


3. 

These days | can no longer 

rise before the Sun rises 

| cling to my sleep and my darkness | try to hide within my dreams 
The world stops missing me 

And | feel the same 

These days | feel like I’m slowing down As the winter season approaches 
My youth is gone now 

And | try and recognize 

What I’ve lost and what I've gained 
Perhaps I’m a bit wiser now 

But then again I’m not so sure 

| recognize the chances I’ve missed now 
But | also recognize 

that all of those birds have already flown 
I’m looking forward to the winter 

With everything blanketed with snow 

It's the season now 

that most suits my temperament 

| take the coldness in stride 

And | stand like a shadow in the moonlight 


*** 41/8/2022 


4. 

Little iguanas.. 

emerging from the garden.... 

their eyes as bright as jewels...... 

their stare a true remembrance of the primordial........ 
tonight. 

walking alone.. 

the moonlit path... 

gateway to the dreamworld.... 

I'll be gone another century..... before I'll return to the farm...... 
bright sunshine.. 

desert mirage luring... 

away | go blindly... 

towards this radiant false reprieve..... 

along dusty streets... 

old shadows prowl nightly... 

take me to your Queen..... 

let me kneel before her smile...... 

symmetry deceiving me... 

a crossroads lies ahead.... 

summoning that shady old stranger..... | only see tonight 
never the face of eternity...... 
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- 11/8/2022 


5. 

Looking back to those lost days 

like reflections in a broken mirror seeing myself from outside of myself 

once again recognizing the old stranger a young man looking too hard 

for answers to those mysterious questions there | was before the storm 

unknowing of what would lie ahead gaining some wisdom through my failings unable to not look 
back again 

awakening to the moonlight 


falling asleep to the dawn 

visions and epiphanies radiating from stars 

like a faint glare on the horizon 

a trace of Atlantis remains like a jewel 

| can close my eyes and see lightyears beyond 

here is a little light of remembrance rippling through time 

and now you know the echo of my voice 

looking for each other within gardens of creation when fate can take us any which way 
pulling us in any which direction 

sometimes it overwhelms me 

those visions of the past longing for what once used to be looking for that familiar light in the 
here and now 

looking back to those lost days 

coming to understand the ocean of time trying to reach for those alluring mirages but they 
always disappear 

back into empty air 

a place out of time with my soul 
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- 11/2022 


6. 

This world of lights and illusions a candle in the darkness navigating seas of mirages 
a beacon shining across infinity where can we go to ascend 

to the clouds of imagination 

the azure of thoughts and dreams to that tower of solitude 

to that well of Elysian waters 

sunlight through the window 

in the old church of the old-time faithful something here created 
that can never grow dim 

a raven on the ramparts 

a rose upon the stone 

an alchemy of visions 

shining across the horizon 

we slip in-between the worlds 

we exist upon the gilded edge of moments 

at dawn....we will look to the east for the herald of Saturn 

at dawn.....we will open our eyes to what there truly is to be seen 
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- 11/12/2022 


T: 

Watching time slip away 

Like feathers blowing in the interstellar breeze | see the ravens flying up to the Moon 
| hear the thunder of Jupiter's bright lightning Going out to the stars in an epiphany 
If | can’t take a ship then it'll have to do 

Like a mariner upon this ocean in a dream 

| am out there going in-between all that is seen Sometimes you might find me here 
but it will never be for long 

Ever out that window into the night 

I’ve got to sail by the morning’s first glare 

I'll meet you up there someday 

When the stars will be our garden 

When all of this has passed away 

When there’s only the light that never dies 

And now | can hear the sirens calling 

Loring me back to that ocean of the night Thinking that they can steer my destiny Thinking that 
they can crash me upon the rocks Yet they don’t know that it’s just a beginning A gateway to 
where thoughts are realized 

| will follow the sirens song and knowing 

That | won’t be wrecked 

I'll come ashore again and again 

*** 11/12/2022 


8. 
A witch of the sea is calling to me her voice is like 
an electricity of roses RR kkkk OKKKEKKK o KKKKKEREK o 


kk kkkk č kkkkkk kkkkkkkk kk kkkk č kkkkkk kkkkkkkk 


| wish to take my soul 
to the edge of the water and dissipate into vastness 


kk kkkk č kkkkkk kkkkkkkk kk kkkk č kkkkkk kkkkkkkk kk KKKK kkkkkk kkkkkkkk 


__| can imagine now 
the realms that are by and large hidden from our eyes tomorrow 
a beautiful rapture of sunlight and saltwater 


HK _LKKKK KKK KKK KKK RK _ HAKKAR KKK | walk along the shore__ following her 
voice 

dying to believe in the impossible 

something above the Earth 

enchants us to awaken kko kkkk ORRKKKK o _*Xkkkkkkk oo kko kkk _kkkkkk o Xkkkkkkk o 
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- 11/13/2022 


8. 

Something truthful** 
crystallized in a moment**** 
| am not so certain anymore 
what can and cannot exist within reality 
the angels above me********** 

have turned my mind 
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into a hijacked 

kkkkkkkkkkkkkk 

psychic radio receiver **++***++4+***x** 44H SPP FSEEEEEEEE EEE HHHH 
REKKKERKRAERAAER EEE SO ee ee kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk 
+4+4444444444444444444444444444+4+ kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk 

voice has been given to the voiceless## and now everything for me exist##### within an 


electromagnetic shadow###### 

baiiia ma siida mis s siidile FL sis pp REKERRERARREE SL A bb bb bt 

eet ttre ere Store eae ee eee eee eee ST ccce cS Teer ces SS corr c SS 
eee eee eee cere eee ccc SS Sr RAKKAR KKKA AA AKAK KKK KKK Kk 
| cannot now 

resurrect the idealism 

that was without 

blood-drawn experience **++***++44****F 444 ttth SORRAEEESEEES SE EEF EEAEEE TET t ttt 
Ett ttc c rT ST rte eee eee eee eee Tore ST ecco ccs SS coor rss 
eee eee ee eee eee eee Toc cS SST ccerc ss Str corr ccs cc ccr rss 
what does it even mean anymore 

to become a disciple of the obscure 
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- 11/13/2022 


9) 

Waiting for the Sun 

to light this imagination 

going down that road 

full of life......and full of wind 

listening for tomorrow's sparrows singing **++***+++"******4+4+++++ 

BREAKER EE ERE = a m s mi a mia mia mia sa mia sin sda aa mia sda a aliilololodolelololakilieiaia a m a m a mi a mi sia mda a sia sla ml a aba a ala a ala a mla a 
BREAKER REE RERE REE EREREREREE LLL bE EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE PET 
REXKKERKREREAEREK EAR EEEREREREREAERRS ERK T EEE T AAA EA ER ee RARKRERE RE RK A ee ob te eo 
JOE OOOO ROCCO, Lpp H EE A H H H H pp gp HII ISI 

FEEEEE EEE FEE EEE EEE EEE EE EE PEPE TT 

Over to that island 

where my soul's marooned 

where the solitude and sand can sparkle 

| won't wish to be anyplace else 

the waves sing to me of heaven 

BRE EEE bp RRR EEE a hb be 

HAKREKREKRRRE SL a =a EE EE Eb bh pp ppp BEEK RERREREERERARRES FP AA EEE E EEE EE EEE ET 
KEK RAKREKRRKE RRR AKEK RE KRRKEEK LLL E HHH EEE EEE EE EE EE EPTFE tt + 

JEU ICICI OOOO IIT TI III IIE, OO JOO RSC, 4 gd be pep 
JOU ICC COR COOOO L Lpp H E E A H H H H php HHH SII Ik 

Gad sia mia ata ada ala sda sia ska ska ska sda sda sba sda mia sla sda ala sda sda sda sda sia sia sda sia a ola ala 


kkk 


- 11/13/2022 


10. 

Running around in the night 

when the moonlight enchants me 

l've got to be out and about 

searching for my one true rose 

hearing the song of a bygone age 

| can't help being restless 

when the stars fill me with light 

l'm hearing it......l'm hearing it 

the flowers speaking to me in whispers 

wait for me.....my rose of midnight | won't run away this time 
we're going to search all night for the morning's castle 


wait for me by the candle's light 

eternity......yes eternity 

will be our garden now 

upon the clouds where dreams ascend we'll be together where time can't steal each moment a 
new beginning without end 

wait for me.....wait for me beneath Saturn's Rings 

the crystalline glare 

the hourglass is disappearing my rose of night 

I'm almost there....... almost there 
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- 11/14/2022 


11. 

Sometimes | realize 

that a part of myself 

Is not anchored to this world 

A part of me drifts away 

A part of me journeys to someplace else 
| sense it and | know that it is actually happening | can’t explain it 
but somehow | know that it’s possible 
Sometimes | am not entirely here 

In this world of the material 

Sometimes my thoughts 

take me beyond this place 

And here and now thoughts are the key 
Thoughts themselves can be 

A gateway to other realms 

A Bridge..... a path that lies before you 
In a sense the astral 

is a realm of our own thoughts 

But in this material world 

Sometimes circumstances 

Blind us to this very connection 

Yet it is truth that our own thoughts 
may sometimes give us wings 

*** 11/15/2022 


12. 

This utopia of you and | is alive 

out there where 

the stars are entwined 

| can make 

my thoughts become crystals that can see across lightyears 
I'll go tomorrow 

next week....next year......forever out to the cosmic vastness 
and down here 

everything darkened momentarily 

by the eclipse 

here where the spheres are entwined 

| will live it 

breathe it 

awaken to it 

this everlasting journey 

go where I go 

across Saturn's rings to each moon of Jupiter 

hear the words of my song reaching for Andromeda 
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- 11/15/2022 


13. 

| have seen the ethereal horizon | have stood atop mountains 
upon worlds 

that | have discovered 

in the cosmos within 

the stars alight above the city 

the city alight with electricity 

call out to us 

prophets of an unknown desert call out to us 

seers who see within the waters 

bring us wisdom and philosophy bring us the means to light the way so that we may know the 
truth 

of our place 

in the ocean of the eternal 


kkk 


- 11/15/2022 


14. 

You may choose 

to not touch your own truth with the blade | cannot dream with you 

that garden is your own 

along with its mausoleums and its serpents | cannot sanctify the words that you hear my words 
are the icy shells of dead worms 

a thousand amulets used in focus 

to touch and cause a fissure 

within the light that is the light 

that forms within the darkness itself 

you may have once even 

found yourself awakening upon the edge 

you looked down below into abyssal azure you tasted the dark quick severing 
the absolute expulsion from living breath you may have once chosen 

to induce clarity 

extracted from mirage or from a substance your own concept of the infinite 
reduced to a primordial ash 


kkk 


- 11/15/2022 


15. 

| need what | need 

to dull the inner senses 

at a certain hour of the day 

| often end up gravitating 

towards a crippling remembrance 

when | was a younger fool 

a younger drunk trying to annihilate time 

| would drink until infused with numbness 
now | haven't touched alcohol in five years 
it felt like the old body was giving out 

but my inner senses continued to play havoc with me | am anointed with polluted air 
| am ceremoniously hurled 

into the soul-grinder of capital 


| am fed to the lions of monetary routine 
| am continually lured into the virtual portal that my i-phone provides 


kkk 


- 11/2022 


16. 

l've got no destination 

no avenue's my own 

I've been wandering around the houses made of glass I've been going by 

all those darkened doors 

I've been out here feeling the movement of the Earth I've been having visions 

of Mother Nature's dreams going down the avenue 

that could never be my own 

last night | saw the street cars going out towards the desert Moon last night | felt the city lights 
shining through my room 

| don't know what it means | don't know what it means to behold the eternal star | think I'll 
wander out into that desert by myself and seek that sacredness from a distant time 


kkk 


- 11/17/2022 


17. 
Awaking from the chains of sleep to other chains 
a face.....a name.....a thorn followed me from a dream 


a face....a name.....a reflection of the savage heart | know about it....... | see it 
how the light was introduced to the shadow 
carved into my emotions 

now an old weathering statue 

| held up a violet 

| held it up to the moonlight 

it hardened into a pale jewel 

it reflected a remembrance that was cold 

| carry on.....| continue to exist in the tempest 
my life-essence being digitized 

yet why not..... | have never known 


my true placement 

| am becoming a part of new creations 

new storm clouds 

new explanations for what eternity is 

a part of me is now contained within the echo 
of a passing age 


KKK 


- 11/19/2022 


18. 

Tonight | am feeling out of place in this world 

| feel like lve been swept up in a cycle 

| go along with it because | feel that | have to 

| feel that its something that I’m supposed to do Living in the modern world of this era 
Yet here | am tonight 

Feeling so estranged from it all 

| am no longer feeling 

the subtle....hidden energies that | once felt 

| am no longer seeing through the atmosphere beholding a gallery of mirrors....of reflections The 
cycle of alienation 

doesn’t take me anywhere 

| have to choose to escape from the cycle Sometimes | manage to do this 
Sometimes to me it seems impossible 

Sometimes | feel adrift 

Living in exile from someplace 

that seems more sacred to me 

| feel adrift amidst all of this mechanization The computerized...... the electrified synthetic 
YeS...... tonight I’m feeling swept away by it all | suppose that | have to endure it 

Yet tomorrow | may awaken early 

| may go out into a forest 

| may watch the sunrise 

The early light just beginning 

to shine through the trees 

| will return to my cathedral of nature 

And | hope find the peace that evades me tonight 

*** 11/19/2022 


19. 

What is left 

of this once radiant mirage 

the candlelight reveals 

only fragments of cloth 

and a wasteland of sand 

through each ray of the Sun 

| am infused with a prophetic whisper 
what is left 

but for boundless longing 

| have nothing left to sacrifice 

nothing left to offer to the solar fear 

| can envision within 

the ceremony of flesh joining with star 
| am here now 

in my forty-fifth year 

my mind full of separate beings 

that's where they hide in the shadows 
there is indeed 

another higher intelligence on this planet yet finding this out 
won't bring you any astounding revelations it will only lead you to be ostracized shunned by your 
fellow humans 

for realizing that our own minds 

are playground for the others 


kkk 


- 11/21/2022 


20. 

Tonight there's a battle being fought 

a battle within me 

a battle of myself against myself 

tonight l'm mired in the quicksand of solitude | can escape it 
but only by a means 

that will leave me full of regrets 

and tonight the solitude 

has brought with it 

its fangs and its daggers 


| could accept defeat....give in 

and feel at peace 

at least for a short while 

soon enough | would feel 

those familiar chains around my soul 

the thorns in my flesh 

the agonies of guilt 

feeling that any redemption is hopeless 
or | could muster what strength | can muster fight the agonizing fight 
be bloodied......be broken 

but keep myself from going over the edge 
| can fight this battle within 

and be victorious in this empty room 


kkk 


- 11/22/2022 


21. 

| will not follow myself anymore 

| will not be a listener of myself anymore 

| will be a fragmented one 

| will be both healed and bleeding 

| will be both half-alive and resurrected 

| will only give redemption to one of my mirrors | will only walk upon vipers 
| will exist in the shadow's non-existence 

| will drive away time's multitudes of bats 

| will taste the light of the exploded star 


KKK 


- 11/22/2022 


22. 

| am feeling such a weariness tonight | am losing myself tonight 
in visions of a sunrise 

| am disappearing tonight 

into the tomb of a broken love 

| am seeing gargoyles above me tonight and angels above them 


Though now I cannot see the Moon 

the stars grow brighter with each hour of night and all the stillness it brings 
| recognize that | am now slipping inside of a memory going backwards 
feeling the warmth of the Sun upon a day long past 

and | can see you now 

I can see you.....lost to me 

| am with you again....in the place 

this realm that exist 

just before the dawn 

when we are someplace between this world and the realm of dreams 


KKK 


- 11/25/2022 


23. 

| spent most of the day 

letting my mind drift away 

upon a wind of nothingness 

absolute and purified 

there were no thoughts 

just blending with the empty air 

the void.....the garden of separation from the physical 

| wanted nothing to realize this day yet tomorrow | will seek out 

an angel's reflection 

in the Sun's glare upon the sea 

| don't know what it can be now 

my heart is a ruin 

| haven't dreamt of anything in years 

| once knew my way to the shadow's altar | once knew what it was to believe without 
experiencing these tribulations 

| am entering a fog of hollow time 

| am wandering down a path that seems endless | am trying to reach 
that dim light | see on the horizon 

just before the dawn 


KKK 


- 11/26-27/2022 


24. 

Why can I not absolve myself 

Why do | still prick myself with these thorns Why do | still give my blood to the ashes 
Why do | still whisper a name 

That consumes me like a fire 

Why can't | let it go 

How did | let it become such a part of me How did | lose myself within it 
What can the future be for me now 

But an endless reflection of the past 

Why did | come to so many realizations Only when it was already too late 
Is this how time teaches us these lessons Should | try to break free 

Will | ever have a chance to begin again Will the dawn ever break 

When these memories fade 

Along with the darkness of night 

*** 11/27/2022 


25. 

I’m calling into the darkness 

| am offering my thoughts to the void 

In the hopes that some kind of light will emerge Will we ever find a greater balance 
A tranquility that is everlasting 

Does it live within us to discover it 

Why does it stay hidden from us 

Are we the ones that refused to open our eyes 
Do we fear the changes that may befall us 

I’m calling out into the darkness 

I’m searching for what still evades us 

| want this life to rediscover itself 

With the arrival of every new dawn 

| want each night to share with me 

What the distant stars illuminate 

*** 11/27/2022 


26. 

| do not have an inner strength 

That | can pretend to possess 

| walk upon the ashes of my past 

In the mirror | see reflections 

with eyes that pierce into the spirit | am labeled as being many things Yet only a very small 
number 

are truly in the know 

The gone years...... the painful memories Returned to me like dark angels 
So beautiful and dangerous 

Tempting the tranquility of the soul Towards its own annihilation 

| have heard whispers from the stars 

| have felt the truth of immortality In the brightest moonlight 

*** 11/27/2022 


27. 

Even fate concealed 

it's daggers from me for a time 

Yet only for a short time of innocent simplicity Then the world revealed its many poisons 
Then the shadows began 

to influence through temptations 

Nothing can exist again 

That was destroyed by love’s betrayers 
The bottles found me wounded and willing 
And | sought to touch the Sun’s altar 

| sought to hear the whispering phantoms 
| sought the electrified mirage 

With its illusions of disappearing flesh 

| sought to create new landscapes 

Of different worlds 

From the light that | saw 

shining through the trees 

*** 11/27/2022 


28. 

Another day and it feels 

Like I’m just drifting through time 

I’m wondering what I’m supposed to do 

What | was meant for 

But | hear nothing from time 

It is just silent in it’s continual motion 

It’s been another day 

And | just feel further away from something Something that was known to me in the past 
Something that | felt a connection with long ago It’s getting further and further away from me 
now Yet the memory still haunts me 

It is still wrapped around my soul 

with all of its thorns 

It’s been another day 

And tomorrow | know 

that | will go through another 

When | feel like I’ve missed 

some great opportunity 

When | feel like | missed something 

There was something 

that | was supposed to reach out and grab 

At a particular point in time 

But | wasn't looking in the right direction 

| didn’t realize it back then ...but | do now 

In a way | suppose that time does speak to me 
It speaks to me 

through a multitude of realizations 

*** 11/29/2022 


29. 

Is it possible to hear the starlight | try and listen sometimes 

Who’s to say what | may discover 

Can | truly wander beyond this world In a daydream 

Who is to say where the boundary lies 

Can | escape the shadows that have followed me 

Can | ever know a place where there is only light Where nothing ever brings the darkness 
Who’s to say what could be....... somewhere 

Can | imagine a new beginning for me someday 

Will | ever be able to get there 


If I look hard enough and long enough 
at what is revealed to me in the morning sunlight touching the clouds 
*** 11/29/2022 


30. 

Walking down the hallway into a cloud Climbing a mountain to reach an ocean Following the 
Moon at the break of daylight Nothing truly begins and ends 

Without an angelic choir singing 

Something that does not have meaning 

And last for eternity 

While it is often the most meaningful things That burn like a bright candle 
Then go out......smoke rising into empty air 

In complete solitude | have discovered 

Both the loveliest flowers 

And withering vines 

Walking down a desolate street 

Into an abyss of memories 

So many mirrors reflecting 

The hidden....... the unseen things 

Tonight the rain is falling 

It seems like nothing is really happening Could it ever be so simplified 
** 11/30/2022 


31. 

Awakening to a symphony of cathedral bells As the last stars of night fade away 
Too soon sometimes | feel 

| open my eyes to the world 

This world that is 

Not the many others that | have known 

Looking into the cat’s eyes 

To discover my fortune 

Nothing seems to gravitate towards me anymore | am becoming a statue of myself 
Yet the play is not over 

This story goes on in an empty theater 

| find myself searching 


for what eternity actually is 

Yes ....new revelations 

seem to evade me these days 

Perhaps too soon 

Do | open my eyes to the world 

This world where the tree is planted 
Where the roots are deep in the ground 
Where everything continues in cycles 
When at night the wind howls 

And by morning it is calm 


KKK 


11/30/2022 


32. 

Why does it keep returning 

This feeling of being lost in my own life It’s not so much 

That | didn’t know who | was 

It’s that | didn’t really care 

It's when I do care 

that these feelings sweep over me 

It’s like being caught up in a sudden storm It doesn’t seem like there’s any sanctuary That | can 
run to 

| just have to wait for the storm to pass 

Time keeps taking me further and further out Into a desolate ocean 

Those memories are becoming more distant 

But they will not disappear 

If they did | might feel liberated 

| might feel like the slate has been wiped clean Yet time will not grant me this 
Time leaves it to me 

To navigate my own memories 

It’s as if things from long ago happened only yesterday 

Did | miss some chance to heal And grow from these experiences Must | live them over and 
over A little bit each day 

*** 12/3/2022 


oo 

| don’t remember that day 

when my love for her became an impossibility When it was shattered into pieces 
| remember the year...... | remember the season 

But | don’t exactly remember that day 

Was it a day full of sunlight 

A day when the skies were darkened 

| can say that | didn’t realize 

The significance of the day back then 

Yet what happened has haunted me ever since Love made impossible for all time 
Longing that will never be satisfied 

a peace for the living spirit 

never to be found 

Scars that will never fully fade away 

Was the whole world 

indifferent to me on that day 

Did | follow the Sun into its twilight 

By a twist of cruel fate 

| thought it was just another day 

The same as so many others 

Yet | know now 

That it was the day that | became a haunted man Haunted by something that could never be 
mine Haunted by something that | would never forget 

*** 12/7/2022 


34. 

The weekend is here 

and I'm wishing for 

the grinding wheel to cease 

wishing for the world 

to quiet its endless noise 

I'm sitting here waiting for angels 

to descend and pull me out of my chair | want to leave the cacophony 
and all of its idols behind 

if only for the weekend 

if only for a bit of time 

stolen from the hourglass 

| want to walk where flowers can hear the sunlight testifying 
| want to journey across 


that horizon that only exist 

before the mind is fully awake 

| want to believe 

that there are 

hidden principalities of the air 

| want the memory 

of all of my former despair 

to be cast into the reflection of oblivion's mirror 
| want to step away 

from all the gilded illusions 

as the weekend is here 

and I'll vanish into a waking dream for awhile If I'm lucky 
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- 3/25/2023 


oS. 

The moonlight spoke to me 

as if it were a candle's flame 

something within the soul 

appeared as a rose adrift upon the sea 

| could not see past the horizon anymore 
what of time......what of revelation 

all of it fell to Earth 

from the stars 

from the invisible places 

between the stars and our dreams 

had | lost the beauty of it 

had | lost that brief moment 

when the first light of a new day 
revealed to me another world 

it seems that this cycle will continue as it always does and sometimes | will gain 
and sometimes | will lose 

this cycle will go on 

as the winds go on 

as the tides rise and recede 
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- 12/11/2022 


36. 

Where can | go to feel like someone different When | want to feel like someone different When | 
want to live a different life 

Where can | go 

When | want to see the world 

from a different perspective 

Often we can find ourselves 

Trapped in that feeling 

Feeling like we’re caught up in some cycle The same dreariness day after day 

How do we escape it 

How do we go back to the sunlight 

| ask myself these questions 

Because | feel myself trapped in a cycle | don’t know what to do about it Sometimes | think | see 
brief glimpses Of what lies beyond it 

What could be out there waiting for me How do | reach it 

How do | find the light again 

*** 42/14/2022 


37. 

At certain times 

| feel my mind drifting away 

| follow the clouds on their course to the sea | go to where the rainbow ends 
To where the Moon lies hidden 

beyond the horizon 

At certain times 

| cannot stay where | am 

| cannot keep my feet upon this ground 

| must give myself to the air.... to the sky 

| must give myself to the vast emptiness 

That is in truth so full of hidden things 

| must join together the shadow and the light | must go to where our dreams ascend 
At certain times 

| must take my leave of this world 

And journey to another when it calls to me 

| do not know why this is 

| do not know why | am this way 


It’s as if at times | have invisible wings 
And they must take me someplace 
Beyond the simple life that I’ve known 
Here upon the Earth 

At certain times 

| must become a different man 

Yet always the same soul 

The same soul upon this journey 

*** 42/20/2022 


38. 

Walking through the forest at dawn A low hanging mist is all around And what a profound 
moment it was for me to be there 

One would think that the mist would be obscuring Yet the light of the rising Sun pierced through 
it And | could see so much 

| could feel the presence of so much 

Not outwardly with my eyes 

But inwardly through the eyes of my spirit 

It was as if | caught a little glimpse of heaven 

In that moment my beliefs were reaffirmed 

| was seeing into another world 

A world that lies both beyond and within 

A world to which | will one day journey 

When it is time for me to leave this world 

And | will be there amidst 

all that | saw that morning 

In the early light 

In the presence of the everlasting 

*** 1/8/2023 


39. 

Waiting for these memories 

To be hidden by the night’s dark shroud So that tomorrow 
| may feel the sunlight as | once knew it 

*** 1/10/2023 


Why does destiny 

not speak to me through action | have seen no signs 

| have known no revelations 

| go about each day 

Waiting for something to happen And all that ever happens 
Is the waiting itself 

*** 1/10/2023 


40. 

| am under the spell 

of the candlelight 

flickering in the riddle-infused night and all around 

all around 

eternal epiphanies 

blast out and momentarily shine 

like ethereal-atomic detonations 

the winds howl 

and become banshees of crystalline spirit the winds combine and carry 
the salt vapor of fragmented dreams drifting about in the morning light between this world 
and the one to which we are intertwined 


kkk 


- 1/28/2023 


41. 

| saw nothing that moment 

but the essence of time 

mingling with the artificial light 

| saw nothing 

but an awakening soul 

returning to its tormented habit of astrology 
then.....nothing moved forward towards fulfillment 
nothing moved towards the oasis that was discarded 
nothing submerged itself 

at the linear vision of the horizon 

the mirrors saw nothing stirring the morning was opaque 


with intermingling illusions 

my own soul 

tried to reflect itself 

and was anointed by the vast silence 


KKK 


- 2/10/2023 


42. 

| don't know 

where the old songs are anymore 

| waited until midnight 

a thousand times or more 

| waited until | could hear 

the voices of Valhalla 

| waited until nothing 

reflected permanence anymore 

| waited until the last cauldron 

was used as a gateway 

the eyes of the minotaurs watching everything | know that the air 

is full of living things unseen 

pieces of my sanity boil away into vapors tongues spewing forth the sarcophagus 
so much is gilded here 

so much is bronze 

and pulsating with plutonium sacrament 

the medallion of the great illusion swings the omens have been fulfilled 
is there anything left 

that is bound to the Sun's golden voice 

| do not care for ideologies that become statues | know that the imagination is a conduit 
to mirrored landscapes 

and | would like 

everything to become recognizable again yet | know that it will not 
roses will continue to grow 

reaching towards nebulas 

where stars are born of the mystery 


kkk 


- 2/22/2023 


43. 

The truest nothingness 

has been brought back 

into existence again 

| await moments of finality 

| enjoy their guillotine sharpness | enjoy their severing quality 
at times the very world 

must be cut away 

at times | see the hourglass as an idol 

at times | believe 

that | speak telepathically to the stars at times | can hear the windows breathing stain glass 
figurines 

sometimes the mirror 

is reflecting a different world 

sometimes the infinite 

reveals itself through a symbol 

sometimes the oasis vanishes 

and there is only desert 

sometimes candles appear when thought of sometimes doves surround the altar 
| will journey once again 

to the citadel of dark wings 


KKK 


- 2/2023 


44. 

Today was going to be the day 
That | turned things around 

| started trying to be more hopeful 
Trying to be more optimistic 

| figured that | allowed myself 

To be dragged into despair 

And pessimism for too long 

| knew that | just needed a chance 
That | needed just a short break from the grind To get back on my feet 
And | thought | saw......1 truly did 
A brief window of opportunity 

But the window shut on me 


That damn thing shut on me hard 
Not today | guess 
Well, maybe some other day......maybe 


kkk 


3/2/2023 


45. 

It doesn't exist here 

no.....not here 

the doorway to the cosmic gallery the window to the windless void 
it doesn't exist here 

the possibility of miracles not in this jungle 
of noise and life's desperation 

perhaps such things 

can only be imagined here 

never realized 

only seen through a mirage 

only epitomized in lurking thoughts 

that's how it always was since the beginning 
of the dreamless dream 

there's nothing awaiting us beyond the exit 
or so we believe 

in our own misconceptions 


kkk 


- 3/8/2023 


46. 

These old bellowing thoughts of the cocoon 

my miraculous Moon 

rising for my delight 

the radio speaking 

with an enchanting rhythm 

| could believe that | was 

an ascending soul tonight 

listening to the conversations of life telepathically 


from my watchtower on the avenue 
the sound of flutes in the wind 

the street lights glow 

calling to me in whispers 

and so it begins 

the next chapter 

the next awakening to what is unveiled 
*** 3/2023 


47. 

Lastly, | journey towards the realm that lies beyond the barrier of sleep my departure from this 
place 

will be as a momentary light 

glaring within absence of form 

time clocks synchronized to the edge of existence jewels and candles radiant 


KKK 


- 3/16/2023 


48. 

Did we forget to walk out of the shadows again Did we forget to come back 
from that imagined place 

Where we were wandering endlessly 

Did we leave some of ourselves behind there That place so reminiscent 
of the first light of dawn 

And | am not certain 

To which world | truly belong 

When the breath of imagination 

Contains within the essence of life itself And time itself is only a reflection 
of Something far more stationary Everlasting someplace..... somewhere 
A place where we can all journey to someday 

***= 3/16/2023 


49. 

Weariness is thriving again Like a garden of thorns 

This inner tempest 

Has yet to subside Challenging..... how some days can be so challenging 
Yet a starry sky 

A bright sunrise 

A full moon in autumn 

Can calm the storm 

This is the cycle of life’s irony 

We go on each day 

We believe what we believe 

Sometimes we stumble 

Sometimes we rise 

Sometimes we're stronger than the storm itself And when it’s all over 
Hopefully we can look back and simply grin 

*** 3/17/2023 


50. 

Awakening to gray skies 

and lashed by conjured winds 

solitude has brought me 

to a place of dust and bones 

| cannot ascend to the Sun's fiery glow 

| am grounded here 

among serpents that reflect the ancient earth their tongues holding the venom 
of an apocalypse 

their eyes mirroring a cosmic inferno 

if | wander 

| will simply return 

to this place formed of desolation 

beginning and end 

it is all entombed here within these jagged rocks 


KKK 


- 3/2023 


Sk 

All of these illusions swirling about me 
Nothing seems set upon a revealed destination 
a revealed purpose 

The ghost of fading days resurrected 

Voices from the glaring Sun 

Speaking to me of idols and rituals 

| don’t even know what is true anymore 

| am searching for the essence of something 
Each moment 

And it seems like | cannot avoid 

The temptation to go astray 

To wander down a path 

Where | will find only more illusions 

Where there is no starting point and no end 
Only countless mirrors and reflections 

With a little solid form 

The stone statues seem 

to have something to say 

Yet will | ever know what it is 

The ghost of fading days 

Bring forth a sea of mirages 

A pair of eyes..... a whispered name 

A resurrected sorrow 

And | have felt many things with this human heart 
*** 3/18/2023 


52. 

| awaken to a hazy reflection 

| awaken to a statue that sings 

| awaken upon an island 

that has dematerialized 

| find myself surrounded 

by a vapor of objects 

| struggle to reach the summit 

of the golden mountain 

| wander through the nocturnal valley 
| am followed by shadows that are not my own 


| am awake ...... awake 

reaching to the sky 

to feel the soul of the Sun 

| am awake......awake 

listening to the gossip of candelabras listening to seashells 

relaying sounds from the edge of the Universe | am awake in a land that is mostly asleep 

| am awake .....waiting for the dawn to find me | am awake....almost disappearing into mist 
| am awake......a pilgrim 

from a land beyond the electric pulse 


kkk 


- 3/2023 


53. 

| knew you were waiting as | was waiting 

for something to give way for some star to burst 

its golden soul of light 

and you may not even realize that the threshold 

is right underneath your feet 

you have existed 

both in my imagination and beyond it 

are you searching 

as | am searching 

for a reprieve from the cycle 

of merely drifting through the world of drifting through time 
drifting through the garden 

of the unlocked mind 

it is the key that we have found upon our journey towards the dawn 


kkk 


- 3/23/2023 


54. 

| have been searching 

for my soul in the mirror 

as |am here 

listening to the motions of the world | have been searching for my soul 
in watery reflections 


| have been searching 

for a source of illumination 

to brighten the catacombs 

| have been searching for a candle 
that lights the way to the unseen world 


kkk 


- 3/25/2023 


* All of the poems in this collection were beamed into Outer Space multiple times by radio 
waves via the Space Speak Outer Space messaging platorm 


